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height. I saw then something which happened thre<
months later, at this station.

I saw some hundred men, prisoners from Kut anc
mostly Indians, gathered on the platform : one of then
was sitting on this heap of sacks : he was sitting hen
rocking himself to and fro in great pain and sorrow, for 2
guard had struck him with a rifle butt and broken his arm
Not only his bone but the spirit within him was shattered
no hope remained : he had done that which is mosl
terrible to a Hindu, for he had eaten the flesh of cows and
broken the ordinances of his caste. His companions had
died in the desert without the lustral rites prescribed by
the Vedas, and he would soon die also, a body defiled, to
be cast into outer darkness. For a time the terror of that
alien brain was mine : I shared its doom and knew its
death.

Later, I learnt that a party of men, coming out of the
desert, had halted at this station, and that a Hindu soldier
with a broken arm had died on these sacks. I record the
incident for what it is worth : at the time it did not interest
me so much as the exploration of myself.

In Aleppo I had not wanted to die. Now I was ready to
do so, and awaited the sensations with interest. Where
was the body's ghost which presently I should be asked to
give up ? Where ? I looked for it in my breathing, my
brain, my heart, my solar plexus. There must be a centre
somewhere : a place for the ghost: I searched for it and
although I could not find it I knew that Heaven was here
and now : I knew it with a certainty that no books, no
thought could have given me. The path to it was difficult
but discoverable : through a maze of actions and reac-
tions, nerves and breathing, desire and imagination, there
was a way to the true Self.